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" "Very well, Eurylochus," I replied; "stay where you are,
and eat and drink by the black ship's hull. But I shall go. It is
my plain and bounden duty."

"With this, I turned my back on the ship and the sea, and
struck inland. But as I was threading my way through the en-
chanted glades that led to the witch's castle, whom should I fall
in with but Hermes, god of the golden wand, who came up to
me just before I reached the house, looking like a young man at
that most charming age when the beard first starts to grow. He
took my hand in his and greeted me amiably.

< "Where are you off to now, my poor fellow," he said,
"wandering alone through the wilds in unknown country, with
your friends there in Circe's house penned like pigs in their
crowded sties? I suppose you have come here to free them,
though I think you are more likely to stay with them yourself
and never see your home again. However, I am coming to the
rescue and will see you through. Look; here is a drug of real
virtue that you must take with you into Circe's palace to save
yourself from disaster. But I must explain how she works her
black magic. She will begin by mixing you a pottage, into which
she will put her poison. But even with its help she will be unable
to enchant you, for this antidote that I am going to give you and
describe will rob it of its power. When Circe strikes you with
her long wand, you must draw your sword from your side and
rush at her as though you meant to take her life. She will shrink
from you in terror and invite you to her bed. Nor must you hesi-
tate to accept the goddess' favours, if you want her to free your
men and treat you kindly. But make her swear a solemn oath by
the blessed gods not to try on you any more other tricks, or
when she has you stripped she may rob you of your courage
and your manhood."

(Then the Giant-killer handed me a herb he had plucked from
the ground, and showed me what it was like. It had a black root
and a milk-white flower. The gods call it Moly, and it is an awk-
ward plant to dig up, at any rate for a mere man. But the gods,
after all, can do anything*